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Herokcomical POEM. 


THREE CANTOS. 


Dulce eft defipere in Loco; 


Pinted for James Curls, Bookſeller, in the Dove- 


Lane in Norwich, 1749, 


—— — 
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THE 
DESIG N. 


7 HE 25 of a Ladys F AN, at a late aſimby, 
gave riſe to the following poem. Every thing 


| WF that is built on that, is fictitious; and Lydia no 
more comes up to the original, than Belinda did to 


Miſs Iſabella Fermor. The painting of ber FAN, 


7s as imaginary, as the perſon that ſtole it; and, tho 
not real, ſhews what a rich fund, for the pencil, 
there is in the ſcenes of Tom Jones: no weak ar- 
gument for their beauty, when they fill pleaſe, though 

feript of words, 1 hope this will prove a hint to 2288 ; 


"_ ous artiſt, 


Machinery and ideal 1 give poetry its I ife 
end name. Our tragic poet, who felt the power 


ef this as much as any one ever did, informs us in bg 5 
beautiful lines what a poet ſhould b; 


Ihe poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 
Doth glance from heav'n to earth, from earth to 
And, as imagination bodies fortn (heavn; 
The forms of things unknown, the poct's pen 

Turns them to ſhape, and gives to airy nothing 


A local habitation, and a name. ; 
Midſummer $ Night S Dream. | 


— 


* 


iy The DESIGN. 

Tet all ideal perſons, tho' they once were, are not 
fit for poetry. The ancient theology is juſtly ſet 4 
by the poets of the preſent age; and it istridiculb 
7nvoke the muſes, or introduce any heathen god, v 


de don't believe. in them. There is nothing, in m 


pinion, that does more honour to the memory of our | 


poet, than that of his having freed Bm! if from 


ſhackles of the old poetic faith, and given us, in 


Rape of the Lock, 2 creation of new beings ft 
the Roſecrucian ſcheme. That poem alone is ſufff 


ent to abſokve him from the __ of wanting 1ma 
wa ton. 


Jt is till ellew'd to gen role the ali. ons of the mii 
and the inanimate parts of the creation. This libe 
1 have talen, in the deſeription of Zephir and 
court ; and, tho" be was a god, amongſt the ancients 


wſe him s in no other ſhape at preſent, but to ſtand } 


one of the elements. It is not inconſiſtent with ſot 


 philofophy toi maine, that the Supreme Being may « 
: ploy inferior ſpirits in ſuperintending the operations 


nature, to keep them ſtill in aftion, which ſeems to be 


preſent the great joy of mind. If it is ſo, we hav 
better excuſe to indulge in imaginary ſcenes of 
ind, than only becauſe it gives pleaſure, vous” t 


is alone ſufficient for the poet. 


As to the verhfication and other farts of this þ 0 


I am intitled to ſay nothing. The reader wil Ja 
in that for Way 


7 * 


e not now. 
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HEROI-COMICAL POEM, 


To charm the ear, and touch the feeling heart. 
If Lydia deigns to ſmile, theſe fancy d lays 
Can dread no cenſure, ask no other praiſe. 


And ſiekens at a toaſt of fifteen years: 
- Clodio, the firſt in cv'ry modith taſte, 


Sleep ſhuns the elder ſiſter's ſtreaming „ 
If firſt the younger draws a marriage Prize. 


Immortal breaſts oft feel th'envenom'd ſting ; . 
Paſſion takes place, the envy'd ſeems their * 
And nr act * as we a below. 


THE 
F A 4 N. 


4 


e 


| ye gentleſt powers of hne ! wks inſpire 


The tuneful foul, and raiſe the poet's fire, 
Aſſi ſt, with all your ſoft harmonious art, 


FROM envy, goddeſs ! fay what ills began; 
Kings loſe their crowns, and Lydia loſt her Fan. 
The reigning beauty ſcarce a rival bears, 


Turns pale at Plume's ſhort skirts, and longer waiſt ; 


And if we may believe what poets ſing, 


} 
| 


Sy 6 5 

A favourite Fan fair Lydia poſſeſs d, 
Prefer d by her to the unnumber'd reſt: 
For ladies take a liking to a Fan, 
They know not why, juſt as they do to man. 
Yet why ſo favour'd let me not conceal, 
She low d the toy, becauſe ſhe lov'd the tale. 
8 Within, the painter had employ'd his art 
Io move the paſſions, and to pleaſe the heart; 
He guides the pencil, draws the living line, 
She gives the fancy and the bright defign : 
The foundling's ſtory touch'd the tender dame, * 

The foundling ſtory then was all her theme. 


* Tyre firſt, in lively Colours, was expreſt 
The early workings of a gen rous breaſt : 

Tommy high-mounted on a branch appear'd, 

His hand Juſt ſtretch'd to catch Sophra's bird; 
Ihe branch gives way, you dthink you hear the ſound, 
While underneath in lighter ſhades is found 

The deep canal, whole unrelenting wave 
Threatens poor Tommy with a wat'ry grave. 

Bl; ifal diſplays t th' unnat'ral heart in paint, 

And Sopby even in colours ſeems to faint. 


Tux artiſt next employ'd his utmoſt kill, 
And paſſions roſe obedient to his will. 

Tom, kneeling, owns it was a fault indeed, 
In Initation of ACBILLES'S Shield, fo 150% deſerib'd by Howes. | = 
ee . x 
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But then chat fault procur d the needy bread. 


What. ſcenes of miſery, what deep diſtreſs ? 

O! had you ſeen it, you'd have done no leſs, 
Alkworthy melts, the tears ſtart in his eyes, | 
And, pleas'd, admires his virtues with ſurprize. 


Nor far the painter drew a tender ſcene, ' 
Such as nor verſe can paint, nor words explain; 
 "T'was when Sophia, thunder-ſtruck, eſpy d 
Jones broken arm hang dangling by his ſide: _ 
There looks of tenderneſs and pity ſtrove 
To ſhow regard juſt rip'ning into love. 

He ſmiles to. ſee Sophia free from . 
And, wrapt in extaſy, forgets his arm. 


JoNEs, in the next deſign, was well repaid, 


The muff in danger now alarm'd the maid ; 


She flies to ſave it from th' unpitying flame, 
And ſhows a ſomething more than muff could claim. pi 


Love firſt diſplays his pow'r in Fones's face, 


While Weſtern in a laugh compleats the piece. 


THE comic and the tragic next combin' d, 
To pleaſe the fancy, and divert the mind. 
| Moll Seagrim's bed-chamber the painter drew, 
Here hung a greaſy cap, there lay a ſhoe; 
One hole admitted both the light and rain, 
One wiſp of ſtraw excluded both again: 


A fragment of a looking gas th ſtood near, x 
4J What 


80). 

What time Moll had to ſpend, ſhe ſpent it there. 
The rugg falls dowyn, Sguare ſhakes abaſfi d with ſhame, 
Moll ſeems to ſhriek, My honour! and my name! 
Jones, from furprize recover d, laughing ſtood, 
Forꝑives and owns the force of fleſh and blood. 

Tar painter next a mournful tale had wrought, 
Where colours labour'd with expreſſive thought. 
An awful foe to vice Alworthy ſtands; 
Jones pale and trembling hears his fixt commands, 
Acquits bis judge, himſelf accuſes moſt, 
 Grieves at his fate, but 1 more Sophia loſt. | 


Tux robber ſuppliant next demands his 2 
And pleads a ſtarving family and wife; 
„ melts at this, you'd fee his pity riſe; 
His purſe he gives him, and his wants ſupplics. 
A pale-fac'd comic figure lies hard by, * ö 
And Partridge trembling dies, or ſeems to die. 

THe pencil next diſplay'd 1 its utmoſt art, 
To diaw a gen'rous deed and godlike part; 

The vary d groupe the varying paſſions move, 
Repentance Nightingale, but Nancy love: 

A laughing face ſhows Betfy's little foul, 

While Jones in calmer tranſports feels the whole. 
Repay him, heav'n! the mother ſeems to ay, 
For heav'n Such CUI wy can ROO." 
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1 
4 


n 
A deeper tincture reddens on the check, 
Somewhat they want, yet know not what to ſeek ; | 
The youth perceives his blood more briskly move, 
He thinks all day, and dreams all night of ne. * | 
Tur power who in the wint'ry months bears [way 

| Whom tempeſts hear, and ſtormy winds obey, 
Leaves for a while his boiſt'frous * cave, and binds 
Round the north pole in icy: chains the winds, | 

A gentler deity ſucceeds by far, | 

f Quells the rude elements, and ſmooths the air. 

5 Zepbyr, for ſo they call the gentle god, 

Holds his gay court amidſt a ſhady wood ; 
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No lofty palace ſtrikes the eye, but bow rs 
Riſe richly deckt with ever-blooming flow'rs ; 
Aloft the jeſſamine and the roſe unite, 
And full bloom' d hathorn ſhows its ſilver white. 
: Zephyr reclines upon a violet bed, 
| While gales and breezes hover round his head; 
. Airs, vernal airs unnumber d wing the air, 
_& © Thar task to melt the ſnow, or ſnowy fair, 
i T'abate in ev ning hours the ſcorching heat, 4 
909 cool a lover in the feveriſh fit. | 
5 Two lovely goddeſſes the power attends, ek 2 


* Confin d to diff rent ſpheres and diff rent ends ; 


3 VII C. Eneid 1. Line 52. 
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Flora o er e Win üag life preſides, 
And with a noſegay half her beauty hides; 


oO BY 


Her hair hangs down with flow'ry garlands ty'd, 
Her robe bright Iris in the rain-bow dy d; 


The flow'rs ſhe blows, the tender blofloms ſpreads, 


Green mantles weaves, and throws them o'er the meads. 


nl goddeſs Love a brighter ſcepter ſways, 
O'er all the earth, and air, and boundleſs ſeas ; 
To her the gentle province is conſign d, 
To pour etherial mildneſs o'er the mind: 
The feather d race, who mount on ſoaring wing, 


Confeſs her impulſe, and her pratles ſing ; 
The rougher beaſt, who triumphs o'er the fields, 


Here only fails, here only tribute yields: ES 


Man feels her power, he feels the golden chain; : 
He calls on reaſon, but he calls in vain : 
Into the female heart ſhe finds ſome door, 


And virgins dread that monſter man no more. 
A while the god his flow ry throne reſigns, - 


Leaves his gay bowers, and ſhakes his dewy wp; ; 


The nect rous moiſture fell on all around, 


Swell d the ſoft glebe, and fertilis d the ground; 
Where c'er he flew the earth unlocks her ſtores, 


e the deep bluſh, and [poneeforthall all her flowers, 
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A piece came next which horribly alarms, 
Where Fellamour attacks Sophia's charms ; 
You dread th' event, till thro' the half- op d door, 


W:; ern gives caſe, who never did before. 


THA piece came laſt, where urg'd by ſweet com- 


Sophia with her heart reſigns her hand; [mand 


Such winning beautfes, ſuch excelling Grace, 


The painter, truſt me, drew Maria's face, 
Her heav'/n-touch'd looks, her gentle winning air, 


And from a real rais'd th' imagin'd fair, 

Her hand Jones preſſes to his eager lip, 

Altwor thy ſmiles, and W ern ſcems to ſkip. 
Along the circling edge he drew the * . 


In ſhining colours and in varying dyes; 
The vernal clouds tipt round with lucid hue, 


Hang o er the whole, and terminate the view. 


SAY, happy Fielding, can thy laurell'd brow. 


Give half that joy, as Lydia gives thee now ? 


Say, could you hope thy ſcenes would leave behind 
Such deep impreſſion, and ſo touch the mind? 


When female ſenſe and female ſoftneſs meet 


To praiſe thy work, thy work is ſure compleat. 


THz modiſh Toy perform'd its modiſh Aire, 
Nor even in + Exerciſe a rival bears; 


C In Alluſion to the Sea, which flows round Acn 1128 ˙5 Shield. | 
? Vid. Speſtators, NO. 102, from whence theſe Phraſis are borrow'd. 
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A And maids * to feel approaching May, 


„ W) 


When, to unfurl at once, the ſign was made, 
But when diſcharge is the ſucceeding word, 


A file entire of beaux, 'tis whiſper d round, 


Oft fell a victim to the mortal ſound ; 
As heroes ſwords, ſo ladies wear a F an, 
Scarce leſs deſtructive than theſe ſwords to man. 


Whene' er the ſultry Dog-Star taints the air, 


And threatens with a fainting fit the fair, 

Or from the crowded dance the heated dame 
Retires, with heaving breaſts, to cool her flame, 
She courts its aid, ſhe courts its gentle breeze, 
To quench th' internal fires, and give her eaſe; 
Nor asks in vain, the little fluttering toy 
Raiſes freſh vigour, and renews the joy. 


_ 


TuIS Fan ſhe guarded with aſſiduous care, 
It always went t aſſembly, play, and pray'r; 


ITphe pfalms and it were lock d in the ſame place, 
And lay midſt Bruſſels heads and Mechlin lace ; "LY 


Lydia to none th' important charge confides, 


Nor durſt he touch it, who touch' d all belides. 7 


CANT: II. 


were gay, 


1 


The ſpokes move ſlowly, and the Fan's diſplay d; 


The crack, you d ſwear, at leaſt a mile was heard; 


N 0 w fields look d green, the blowing Trees 


A 


(:19 ) 
FAIR Zephiretta, as one day ſhe __ ; 
| Was rudely handled by an eaſtern blaſt; 
F _*Tis pretty certain, tho' no man can tell, 
As he was ugly, 'twas againſt her will. 
Hence ſprung the little Eurilus, a ſp'rit, 
Sharp as his father, and for miſchief fit. 
+ Peg, when ſhe treads as Hector's queen the ſtage, 
Boaſts not to bear her train ſo quick a page; 
Tho! .bred-to wit, hears all the green-room jokes, 
Gets plays by heart, and reads Peg's bawdy books. 
"Twas game to him, if Zephir was not there, 
Io nip a flower, or ſpoil a lady's hair; 
To blaſt the filing proſpect of the year, 
Or make a damlſel's foot-(nay, more) appear. 


Prov of the task, he enters Lydia's nad 
And perch'd on a curl, meditates her doom. 
As Satan, on mankind's deſtruction bent, 
Forgets at ſight of Eve his dire intent; 

So Eurilus, with Lydia's beauty.charm'd, « 

| Negletts his orders; and is half diſarm'd; 

He views thoſe charms which mind. alone beton, 
That ſmile which only from pure reaſon flows; . 
He feels, if evil ſp'rit can feel a joy, 

And ſaw whate er he wiſh'd for, but the toy. 


4 


. 4 Mrs. Worrmoros. | 
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CANTO III. 


II chanc'd as Lydia s evil ſtars 8 

For in the ſtars is wrote each weighty deed, 
That fatal night the Norwich belles and beaux, 
Fluſh'd with the hopes of vic“ ry, arm d as foes, 


Thi aſſembly-room was choſen for the plain, 


The dance alone determines who ſhall gain; 


No harſher ſound than muſick to be heard, 
No other wounds, than wounds of love were fear'd, 


As Homer's Heroes, e er they ſeek the field, 


Firſt dreſs in form with helmet, ſword, and ſhield, 
Our heroines thus diſplay'd their mortal _ 


1 


Alas! too fatal, in their naked charms. 


* Whate'er th' induſtrious needle had ſubdu'd, 


Dreſden's whole work and Mecklin's'by them ſtood ; 


For them the ſea gives up its pearly ſtores, 
And rich Potoſi yields its golden ofes; + 


To grace their necks the ſun exalts its gem; 
And even the ſilk-worm only lives for them. 


Theſe Betty chooſes as they fit the fair, 
Nor leaves unguarded even a lingle hair, 


* Whate er the Rotten virtue has fubdutd, | 
The ſun's whole courſe; the day and year, are Caſar': 45 
For him the ſelſedevoted Decii dy'd; = 
_ The Fabii fell, and the great Scipio conguer'd ; oz 
Even Pompey fought * cbrr. Caro. 


8 „ 


1 
I T chanc'd as o'er Norwegian plains he paſs'd, 
Her ctwded tea-table fair Lydia grac d; 
The china Betty ſets in reg' lar rows, 
And wiſely counts a cup for every noſe; 
A beauteous tea- pot, in the centre plac'd, 
Proud of its bulky form, o ertops the reſt; 
So have I ſeen ſome large delicious fiſh 
Attract the gueſts, while ſmelts ſurround the diſh. 
The cups now handed round, ſome ſip, ſome chat, 
Some praiſe the tea, and talk of this and that; 
« Madam, I hope, the tea is to your taſte? — 
1 40 Th. me * Gunpowaer always 1 is a feaſt-xñ 
I fireworks ſure will never be play'd off. 
1 Madam, J hope, your tea is ſweet enough ?--- 
« ] wiſh them o'er, I dread ſome broken bones. 
“ Pray tell me, madam, have you read Jam Jones 2— 
« One volume I had patience to read through, 
"Twas ſuchlow ſtuff; but Pm no judge, MEAT, 
5 Nor I, reply d fair Lydia again, 
, 6c But yet I wiſh thoſe ſix had been ſixteen.” === 
Now o'er her face the roſy current flow'd, 
Her neck turn'd red, her cheeks with bluſhes glow'd; 
The Fan affords her aid, which never fails, 
And gently cools her with delicious gales; 
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* A neu Sort of Tea {6 called, ” 
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so ſtern Achilles melts, as Homer ſings, 
| Whene'er he touch'd the lyre's melodious ſtrings. 


Zephyr hard by aſtoniſh'd ſees the whole, 
Alarms unfelt before diſturb his ſoul ; 


His viſage thrice turn'd pale, thrice flam'd with fire, 
Now chang'd with envy, and now chang'd with ire; 


Scarce from his fault'ring tongue theſe accents fell, 
And can that toy my utmoſt power excel ? 


The breeze that ſeals freſh odours from the roſe, 


Or gently o'er a bank of violets blows, 
That breaths along Arabid's ſpicy coaſt, 


Can never half ſuch fragrant ſweetneſs boaſt. 


What tho! I reign o'er all the Te orrid Zone, 
While nations fly for eaſe to me alone; 


What tho' I rule three ſeaſons of the four, 
While Summer, Spring, and Autumn own my power, 


Weak is my ſceptre, and my empire vain, 


If Lydia's Fan and not a god muſt reign. 
It muſt not be, the world ſhall mark the end, 


When mortals with immortals dare a. 


Come, little Eurilus, my orders hear, 
+; With haſte fly hence, and ſtrictly watch that far 2 


You faw the flutt ring toy ſhe lately bore ; 


Steal it, or never. dare to fee me more 


He ſpoke, and frantick to his bow'r repairs, 
| Where love and Flera join to caſe his cares. 


FAIR 


Fa. or 
+ Alas! what deaths thoſe daring youths attend, : 
Who face ſuch foes, and with ſuch arms contend? 
What bleeding Hearts ſhall Chapel-Fields behold 7 
While Dre/den ruffles fall on velts of gold. 
Lydia, unfixt as yet to go or ſtay, 
Review'd th unlucky omens of the day; 
She dreamt the night before, that from her mouth 
Dropt, without cauſe, O! fatal dream, a tooth. 
A curſed hare, when ſhe went out to ſtray 
Thro dewy fields, ran juſt: athwart her way; 


Tom, thinking « on his ſweet-heart, ſpilr the ſalt, 
And knives croſs' d forks, unpardonable fault. 


Ir all be true my nurſe and aunt have baia, 
Some dire misfortune hovers o'er my head: 

My guardian angel furely ſends them * 85 
To ſave my ankle, or preſerve my gown. 
But why ſhould omens, which the wiſe deſpiſe, 
Seem of ſuch mighty weight in female eyes; 
For once I'll break thro” all the nurſery rules, 
And ſhow that we no more than men are fools. 
But wiſdom bids me never truſt to chance, 
And rather keep two legs than have a dance; 


«4 Hen, quantæ miſeris cædes Laurentibus inſtant! ! 
Quas Pœnas mihi, Turne, dabis ! quam multa ſub undis 
Scuta virum, galeaſq; & fortia corpora volves, 

: VII C. Eneid 8. Line 537. 
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1 
TIl play at cards - ſhe faid--- the bell was rung, 


And John now hurry'd plies the ſounding thong, 


Alas! when once 'tis in the book of fate, 
Precaution fails and wiſdom comes too late; 
The utmoſt human ſenſe can nought avail, 
Men fall in love, and maidens muſt be frail. 

Now Eurilus on ſilken pinions flies, 


And fees a diſtant gleam of hope ariſe ; 


Men he has ſeen the ſport oft of a card; 
And ladies are not always on their guard. 
Say, goddels ! now what heroines of the night, 


Clad in their heav n- wrought armour,ſeck the fight, 


7 enuſta firſt ſhines in celeſtial arms, 6.4 05 


For love had-given her more than half her charins ; 3 

The faireſt features with the fofteſt ſoul, 

And outward mildneſs to ſet off the whole. 
Next Sachariſſa on the plain is ſeen, 
Of faultleſs ſhape, and of majeſtick mein; 


Th' unhappy youth, who ſees her, is undone, 
And the fond mother weeps her heedleſs ſon. 


Pudica next, unknowing of her power, 
| Renders by that her vict ry more ſecure, 


There modeſty enthron d deals out each grace, 
Ol were e greater, or ſhe ſomewhat leſs. 
Where can the poet fit expreſſions ' '” 

Senſe to deſcribe, or draw the piercing mind? 


Th 
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Th' unerring judgment, as Judicia s, fit 


To manage whisk, or ſit a judge on wit? 
There moves Camilla, fair as F looming May, 
Sprightly, good-humour d, affable and gay; 
Each nimble Step now anſwers to the ſound, 
She treads on air, and ſeems to ſcorn the ground, 
Weak are my efforts and unfit my lays, 

To give each dame her proper ſhare of praiſe. 

I Ex goddeſs too, for ſhe ſaw all, could tel! 
What beaux were wounded, and what heroes fell; 
-What hapleſs youths lay breathleſs on the plain, 


Whom Saxe s thunder had but ſpar d in vain ; 
What female breaſts receiv'd a paſſing dart, 
And female breaſts, I'm told, contain a heart: 

But theſe ſhe truſts not to the vulgar ear, 


Fit only for love s votaries to hear, 


O! let me never on the ocean ſail, 


With one who lover's ſecrets does reveal; 


May he ne er have a miſtreſs, nor a friend, 


To ſmooth his life, and meet poor * Heſiod's end, 
While doubtful yet the bloody. battle rag ” 
Fai air Lydia now at commerce was engag d; 
Two aces firmly ſtood, an uſeleſs card 
Was oft exchang' d 1 in hopes to catch a third. 


* The Story of Heſiod is to be og in that beautiful Pe of ba LL's 


called He, or the Riſe of Woman Io 
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( 20.) 
Eurilus obſerv d each motion of her ſoul, 
And on a Coup de Maitre truſts the whole ; 
He ſaw her ready to give up the chace, 
And thruſts into her hand the wiſh'd for ace. 
Her thoughts now fluttering on vict ry ran, 
And to her ſilken lap commits the Fan. 


Proud of ſucceſs, he flies with eager joy; 


He ſeiz d it thrice, and thrice he dropt the toy. | 


As ſpirits do, he ſhed a ſilent tear, 
Snatch'd it away, and with it wings the air. 


ALL changing o'er, they were content at length, 


And big with vi&'rous hopes diſplay their TEL 
By me the prize, faid Lydia, is won, 
There's the belt pryal === Lal Fan is _ 


Whereis my Fan, is the continual Sound; 


| Where! is my Fan, the echoing walls rebound; 


She ſearches round, but ſearches ſtill in vain, 
Her eyes ſhall ne'er behold the toy again. 
Some ſtrive to ſooth her grief with friendly chat, 


Others with hartſhorn drops, and G--d knows what; 


Among the reſt Judicia came too, 


Her tongue did more than all the reſt could do, 


Lydia, ſhe ſaid, we only ſhould be griev'd, 

M hen ills are ſuch as cannot. be retriev 4 

The loſs, tis true, a female ſcarce can . 

But does not Nerich boaſt a Carpenteer? 
e 


n . 
Truſt me, that he, who catch'd ſo well thy face, 


Can ne'er Soph1a's heavenly charms diſgrace. ' 


Dancing, they fay, is certain cure for griet ; 
There, in the field of action, ſeek relief: 


Vict' ry, as yet, to neither is.enclin'd; 


Let that exalt thy views and fire thy mind. IG 


SE faid - in tinſel robes Ambition dreſt 
Appear'd, and gently touch'd the fair one's breaſt: 
She leaves the thoughtful chair at his command; 
Power walk' d before, and conqueſt at her nb ki 
Certain ſucceſs her preſence now forebodes! 


For ſay, what mortals can engage ſuch odds ? 


Love, who beheld the whole with anxious 5 


His golden & weights now ſtretches i in the skies; 
In either ſcale their different fortunes throws, 
In this he puts the belles, in that the beau: 

The firſt alas! by much outweigh'd the laſt, 
And beauty 8 charms ſuperior far oonfeſt. 


THro' Lydia midſt the dance forgets her fate, 


And feels her ſorrows for a while abate, 
Yet ſtill they hover round the fair one's head, 
| Beſet her coach and follow her to bet. 


Zephir's loft heart was by compaſſion moy d, 
And tho' the Fan he curs'd, the lady lov'd; 


In Alluſion to Jupiter? s 8 the Fate of Achilles ond Heftor, | 
Parez's Homer, Bock 22, Line 221.1 
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With eager haſte to eaſe her grief he flies, 

And feeds her fancy, while ſleep ſeal'd her eyes. 
You'll ſurely not oppoſe, excelling dame, 
Whate' er the general happineſs may claim; 
The FAN, within thy narrow ſphere confin'd, 
Shall now extend its breezes o'er mankind. 
Know that it graces Zephir's gay abodes, 
Admir d alike by goddeſſes and gods: 

To Zephiretta 1 entruſt the care, 

Her office chiefly to aſſiſt the fair; 

If &er a bluſh forbidden ſhall ariſe, 
And taint the ſnowy white with crimſon dyes; | 

If e'er the church or play too rudely warms, 

The goddeſs ſhall attend, and guard their charms, 
Nor blame the theft, nor yet the loſs deplore, 
Thy FAN hall live, when FANS ſhall be no more, 
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